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I 
Old Italian Arias 


1) Morir Vaglio (Astorga 1681-1736) 


Oh, death, come to me, 

Without my love, life is nothing but misery. 
Why should I want to live 

When my eyes are bathed in tears, 

Oh, let me die. 


2) Canzonetta 3) La Zingarella (Paisiello 1741-1816) ) 
(Salvator Rosa 1615-1673) Fi there | 
Star Vicino al Idol Mio Who'll try the pretty gypsy, 
So clever and so pretty, 

To be near my beloved is the dearest delight As you all may see. 

of my life, The ladies on their balconies, 
To be far from my dear one removed Their fortunes I can tell, 
Is love’s saddest most painful smart. The young men in their carousing, 


I can amuse as well. 

And for old men who feel love burning, 
Why I can set their heads a-turning, 
Come one and all to me. 


‘Lieder by J. S. Bach 


4) Der Tag ist hin, die Sonne Gehet-Nteder 


The day is past, the sun going down, 

The day is past, and will never return with its 
pleasures and burdens, 

So is it. For good or evil. It is gone. 


me ea 


My God and Father, thanks for Thy care, 

For Thy Grace, and for guiding my way, 

For all that is good from Thy loving hand, 

For all good things Thou hast given me here below. 


5) Gott lebet noch! Seele, was verzagst du doch? 


God still lives! My soul what sayest thou? 

God is good. He cares for us and all help on earth 
comes from Him. 

With wisdom and strength making all good, 

God thinks better than we know. 

Every need He knoweth best, 

My soul, think only this, 

Our Heavenly Father lives. 


God still lives, my soul what sayest thou? 

Art thou laden with a heavy cross, learn thy way 
from God. 

God is strong, and good, and gracious, mercifully 
helps the weak, 

God’s goodness is everlasting. 

His truth never ceases. 

My soul, think only this, 

Our Heavenly Father lives. 
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2) 


3) 


4) 


5) 


6) 


7) 


I] 


Hugo Wolf 


Uber Nacht. (Julius Sturm). 


Over night, ere break 

Of day comes grief, 

And when thou’rt awake 

You'll find no relief, 

But wait for the dawn of each morrow 
In tears of anguish and sorrow. 


Over night, and believe me, 


Over night ere break 

Of day flees sadness, 

And when thou’rt awake 

Then all shall be gladness 

Gone is the dream that did harrow thee 
And joy comes with the morrow. 


Joy and sorrow both will leave thee 


And tell the Lord 


Upsoaring on wings of the morrow, 


iow thou borest thy sorrow. 


Italian Lieder Book (Paul Hyse) 


Mein Liebster singt. 


My lover sings and bright the moon is gleaming, 
While I listening here must in bed be lying. 

Down my hot cheeks the scalding tears are streaming, 
I hide my face lest mother see me crying. 

My eyes are dim with weeping all the night, 


My tears blot out the morning light; 


With ardent longing every pulse is throbbing, 
Blind have I made myself with ceaseless sobbing. 


Und steht Ihr frth am Morgen auf » 


When in the early morning thou dost rise, 
Thy presence of all clouds doth clear the skies. 
The sun is lured upon the hill by thee, 

And cherubs all appear most eagerly. 

And bring thy morning raiment unto thee. 


Then, when at early mass thou dost appear, 
The people stop to gaze as thou draw’st near. 
The altar lamps do all become alight, 
Their fire kindled by thine eyes so bright. 


Gesegnet sei das Grtin 


Upon thy breast thou mak’st the sacred sign, 
And then dost cross that snowy brow of thine; 
Then thou dost bow thy head in silent prayer, 
And ev’ry movement shows thy beauty rare. 


What wondrous gifts the Lord hath giv’n to thee 
The crown of beauty was awarded thee! 

Thou’rt verily endow’d with ev’ry charm, 

To thee belongs most surely beauty’s palm. 


How I love green and who so wears this shade! 

A dress of green, I forthwith will have made. 

The springtime, too, in dress of green is clad, aaa 
Green is the dress my lov’d one always had. 

The hunter bold a suit of green doth wear, 

My lover, too, in green doth now appear. 

Why green doth surely beautiful each thing, 

And all fine fruit to a green stem doth cling. 


Sie blasen zum Abmarsch Spanish Lieder Book (Paul Hyse) 


The bugles are calling, sweet mother dear, 
My true love must leave me, oh, stay not the tear. 


The starts up in heaven scarce have faded away, 
Yet hark! the guns rattle at break of day. 

He’s off to the fray, 

His knapsack he’ll shoulder, no more he’ll behold her, 
Whose heart’s all his own. 

My true love must leave me to moan all alone! 


Kopfchen, Képfchen, nicht gewimmert 


Darling eyes ’tween dark locks peeping, 
Half yet closed, as if awaking, i 
tay your tears and cease your weeping, 
Rest your head with sobbing, aching 
From short sorrow, gone before the morrow, 


In dem Schatten meiner Locken 


In the shadow of my tresses, my beloved to sleep 
has gone. 

Til not wake thee, love, sleep on! 

By the couch where love erst revelled é 

Every morn I comb my tresses, all in vain, 

For love’s caresses and the winds my locks dishevelled. 

Neath my tresses wind dishevelled, 

My beloved to sleep has gone. 

I'll not wake thee, love, sleep on! 


I’m sad as the day which no sunlight has greeted ‘ 
And dull sorrows sway the heart, life cheated. 
No more, I pray, now cease thy sighing, 


Oh, would I were lying i’th grave alone. 


My true love has left me to weep and to moan. 


Comfort borrow! 

Cease your grieving, your heart of joy bereaving, 
Naught shall fright you, 

Look nor word, lest others slight you, 

Let us God implore and the Giant Christopher. 


And he tells me, fondly pleading, 
How his heart for me doth languish, 
For me ever beating, bleeding, 

On my burning kisses feeding. 

Calls me “Vixen” in his anguish, 
And yet at my side he sleeps. 

Fond love vigil keeps and weeps. 


1) 


aN 


Le Paradis terrestre 


Rejouissez-vous divine Marie 


Philis et coridon 
Lison dormait 
Menuet d’Exaudet 


Le Paradis Terrestre 


Plaines, bois, arbres, arbrisseaux, 
Feuilles et fruits, petits ruisseaux, 
Fontaines, prés, gentils oiseaux, 
Vallons fleuris charmants et beaux 
Vallons fleuris charmants et beaux. 


Adam ayant désobéi, 

Fut chassé de ce paradis, 

Attirant sur nous le malheur ° 
Et le colére du Seigneur. 


Dans sa bonté Dieu sut trouver 
Le moyen de nous racheter 

En nous envoyant le sauveur, 
Jésus-Christ notre Rédemtteur. 


[eee ae 


" *yaimeral “toujours mon berger, 
Car son coeur n’est point léger, 


a la fois : 
Comme les bergers de ces bois. 


Coridon a si douce voix 

Que les nymphes de ces bois 

Sont aiteintes de ses plaintes, : 

Jour et nuit lamentant du mal qui 
les va tourmentant. 


Coridon, pour montrer sa foi 

Dit qu’il n’aime rien que moi, 

Et sa lyre ne soupire 

Rien que l'un et l'autre nom 
De Philis et de Coridon. 


Menuet d’Exaudet 


Cet étang qui s’étend dans la plaine, 
Répéte, au sein de ses eaux, les verdoyants 
Ormeaux, ot! le pampre s’enchaine; 

Un ciel pur, un azur sans nuages 
Vivement s’y réfléchit, 

Le tableau s’enrichit d'images. 


Mais tandig que l’on admire 

Cette onde’ ott le ciel se mire, 

Un zéphyr vienl ternir sa surface: 
D’un souffie il confond les traits; 


l/éclat de tant d’objets s’efface. 


_ Philis et Coridon I ee 


Et son ame ne s’enflamme de mille feux 
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Bergerettes du XVIII siecle 


ee eZee 


Xu 


Arranged for Oboe by F. Spielmann 


3) Réjouissez-vous, Divine Marie * 


Réjouissez-vous, Divine Marie, 
Réjouissez-vous avec votre époux; 

Dieu vous aime tant qu’il Vous a choisie; 
Il vous aime tant qu’il est votre enfant. 


Adorons ce Dieu, naissant dans la grange, 
Adorons ce Dieu, qui choisit ce lieu. 

Ah! qu'il est charmant, 

Il ravit les anges, 

Ah! qu'il est charmant , 


Ce petit enfant. ‘ial 


Recevez nos voeux, 6 Rio débonnaire, 
Recevez nos voeux, rendez-nous heureux! 
Un coeur est content 

Devant vous sur terre, 

Un coeur est content 

Eternellement ! 


= a ee ee eee ne 


ss laetlakeod ‘ pula eas Sit tes ~—t 


my ‘Lison Dormait 


Lison dormait dans un bocage, 
Un bras par ci, l’autre par la, 
Son lit était un vert feuillage, 
Ah! qu’on dort bien comme cela! 
Son amant est 1a qui la guette; 
Voyons, dit il, eveillons la! 
Réveillons la, réveillons la: 

Il tui tira sa colerette: 

Réveillons la, réveillons la, 

La belle toujours sommeilla. 


Jetons, dit il, sur la dormeuse 
Des fleurs par ci, des fleurs par la; 
Il en convrit la sommeilleuse, 
Elle dormi malgré cela 
Essayons un baiser bien 
Tendre, peut-étre il la 
Voyons ce la; 
i é voyons ce la; 
Avec adresse il sut le prendre: 
Il fallait ca, pas moins que ca, 
Et Lison enfin s’éveilla. ; 


“Cet étang qui s’étend dans la plaine, 


Répéte, an sein de ses eaux, 
Les verdoyants ormeaux ot: le pampre 

s’enchaine ; : 
Un ciel pur, un azur sans nuages ' 
Vivement s’y réfléchit, le tableau s’enrichit 

d'images, 


Emmy Heim will give her Lecture Recitals in January — the dates and Composers will be 
announced later For particulars apply to Joy Denton Kennedy, 118 Lytton Blvd., MO. 4003. 


